The most lamentable T rage die 

Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ilc pardon you, * 

Graze where you will, you fhall not houfc with me J 
JLooke too t, thinke on’t, Ido notvfeto left. 

Thurfday isneere, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ilegiue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang,beg,ftarue,dye in the llreets 
For by my foule, ile nere ackno wledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fhall neuer doe thee goodj 
Trult too t, bethinkeyou,i!e not beforfworne. Exit 

Juliet. Is there no pitie fitting in the clouded, 

That fees into the bottome of my griefe? 

O fwectmy Mother caff menot away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weelce. 

Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 
Jn that dim Monumentwherelir^/r lies. 

LMo. Talkenotrome, for ile nor fpeake a word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee . Exit, 

Iultet. O God, O Nurfe,how fhall this bepreuented; 
fvly husband is on earth, my faith in hearten. 

How fhall that faith returneagaineto earth, 

Vnlefle that husband fend it me from heauen, 

Byleaumg earth? cornfortme, counfaile me: 

A!acke,alacke, that heauen fliould praftife ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubreift as my felfe, 

“VVhat faift thou, half thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe. ^ (nothing, 

N ur, Faith here it is, Romeo is banifhed,and all the world to 
That he dares nerecome backe to challcngeyou: 

Qr if he do, it needs muff be by Health* 

Then lince the cafefo Bands as nowit doth, 

I thinke itbeff you married with the Countie, 

O hees a louely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhelou t to him, an Eagle'M adam 
Hath no tfo greene,foquicke, fofairean eye 
As Pans hath,b t (hr o w my very heart. 


of Borneo and Iuliet. 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft,orifit did not. 

Your firft is dead,or twerc as good he were, 

Asliuing here and you no vfe of him, 

Ju, Speakeft thoufrom thy heart; 

Nor, And from my foule too, or el fe befhrew them both. 
la. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

I u. Well thou hart: comforted me mar uailous much, 

Go in , and tell my Lady I am gone. 

Hailing difpleafde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

T o make coufesfion,and to be abfolu’d, 

Marrie I will, and this is wifely done, 

I». Aunckntdamnation,0 molf wicked fiend. 

Is itmore fin to wifli me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraifc my Lord with that fame tongue, 

Which ftie hath praifde him with aboue compare,’ 

So many thoufand times;Goe Counfellor, 

Thouandmy bofome henceforth ihallbetwaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie, 

Ifallelfe fade, my felfe haue power to die. Exit, 

En ter Frier and Comtie Paris.’ 

Fri. On T hurfday fir,the time is very fliort. 

P a. My Hither Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his haft* 

You fay you doe not know the Ladies minde? 

V neuen is the coutfe,! likeit not. 

^.Immoderately (he weepes for Eibahs death. 

And taerefore hauel little talkeofloue, 

For ZJettHsi miles notina houfe of teares, 

Now Iir,her father counts it dangerous 
That fhedoth giue her forrowfo muchfway: 

And in his wiledome hafts ourmariage. 

To Hop the mundatio n of her teares. ° 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by foci'etie. 

I 2 Now 



